CHAPTER   VII

WE  CROSS  THE AFGHAN DESERT

THE thermometer hanging in the sentry-box
back at Fort Jamrud, at the eastern end of the
Khyber, was not even registering when we
had passed by, on an unforgettable July morn-
ing, on our way to Afghanistan. The mercury
had already reached the top of the bulb two
hours after sunrise. Now it was ten o'clock,
and the heat was intense enough to curl your
hair. Nevertheless, as we crossed over the
border of British India and for the first time

"found ourselves in the little-known Central
Asian realm of the Amir of Afghanistan, Chase,
King and I all felt an exhilarating, cool sen-
sation along our spines. It was the same sort

:- of thrill that you get the first time you go up
in an aeroplane, especially if your flight happens
to include, as mine did that first time I played
the role of a modern Elijah, looping, nose-
diving, and barrel-rolling over historic places
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